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(FEBRUARY, 1974 \SN'T THAT YEAH-- I THINK 
ONE OF THE 1 RECOGNIZE 
HER! 





HEY, Loox ! 
UP THERE.,,, 


SHE WAS MY \T'S GOOD TO 


FIRST GRADE YOU, AGAIN, 
Ae eld © SEE YOU, AGAIN 


BEAUTIFUL! 
ICHOKE:! 


THIS WILL 
MAKE You 
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IT WAS 
165UED BY 
JESUS 





IT'S A GROUP 
PHOTO OF YOU AND 
ALL YOUR BROTHERS ! 


5g WAIT A 


ZANE 


1 DON'T GEMEMBER ANY 
BROTHER BETWEEN ME 
AND cLavoiwg/2_ A 


THE TEACHERS 
PASSED HIN 
4 i ed BECAUSE, 
THE REST OF YO 
OU, HE WAS RETARDED BUT 
VERY GOOD NATURED, WERE G0 SMART! 





Re neat; ' 


i SN \ 
. S e ; 
: ~ Wd 
R S\ 
A NG es 
AS Vy NS 
Nowe = Sy Sees: 


& 

zz 
sot 
DSO 
=a 
23 


TOUR... HUH 2 




































DE THE TEEN “CRD TSN 
PREACHER 9 AE GEE 
LOOKED GO NS 


NERVOUS 64 





dp wen asver | [go with TWENTY S<o9 HEY--LOod 
HIM WHY HE POUNDS OF WHO iT 19! 
DRESSED ZZ 














NEXT {'M 
GONNA’ MAE 


"CLAY ACLINT 
EASTWOOD 


PS 


me 
1 LUKE 
THAT Boy! 
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Sy HiM SOME 
=| ZEAL ESTATE! 


alae Chelon 


AL” REALLY Sy ! 
R196 TOO! ex BAD! wy ws 






GING US ¢f FI2ST I 
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OH MAN - - x 
1 NEED TO 


HAVE TO PRINT NEW 
MONEY FORT! Ji 








ON CREDIT, 
OF COURSE. 








; (SATER. AWWW, MAN! Looe 


HEY, BICK-- YOU DN AT ALL L'VE DONE 
COMIN’ (N TOWORK? IS FoR YOU! 
= aa) Tp, Laity j 
oa f ip LoweYou W 
mK NO: ALL THE 
he | EASY 
; IC. /}, | | OeLIVERIEs! 
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A GOOD BIKE AND A 
FADIO THAT WORKS! 


GETOUTOF 
MY HOUSE, 
WALTE@. 
1'M ZEADING 
ABO00K ON 
THe HEAVY 
OCCULT? 
Lo 
; - 
We Ooe 
yore? lan 





IN YOUR DAMN 
COMIC BOOK! 


Yeo! 1 SHALL 
PILOT THE GREAT 


POCKET SHIP! /\ & 





HOW WE \NE JUST HIT 

GOINGTO | “EM WITH THE 

FIT ALL THESE = SHRINKING 
GAS! 








MW BLASTING INTO ORBIT 
NEVER CEAGES TO 
THRILL ME, JACK! 


_—_ 
NOW WE CAN SEAT 


EVERYONE IN THESE 
WING COMPARTMENTS! 





TELL THE FLIGHT CREW 
TO PREPARE FOR LANDING! 4. 








WHAT 110 YOU 
EXPECTZITS A 
DEAD CITY! 





THE COLONISTS =\~Y THEYVE GoT | | ANOTHER JOB 
WILL FI% IT UP ALOT OF WELL DONE, JACK! Jee 
AFTER WE wore 5 rare 
ENLARGE THEM! AMEAD! | -iaietst! Ae cme 


THANKS, OBERON ! 
WE'VE GOT JUST 
ENOUGH TIME FOR 
ANICTORY (oT OF 
COFFEE BEFORE 
WE TOUCH DOWN 
ON EAGTH ! 


BACK IN THE GALLEY... 


WHAT CAN 
WE 007 
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EXCUSE ME, 
MASTER RICK... 








Ty civeeeey, 





<= 6 
YOUR GZANOMUM IS OU, RICKY: - 
DOWNSTAIRS, S12! 7 IT'S JUST 
- q LILE YOU 


AN OLD ZUN-DOWN WELL, THE OWNER 
MILLIONAIRES HOUSE,,, WASN'T ACTUALLY 2 
aes A MILLIONAIZE... 


THERE'S EVEN 
A BUTLER AND 
ENERYTHING! 
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/ LET'S GET OFF 
THE MAIN 2OAD 
AND CLIMG THAT 

MOUNTAIN. 














LDUNNO', [ERY a 8200M'S ONETHING, | 
iW] BUT WE COULO GET 
AGW IN REAL TROUBLE 


Vj) FOR STEALINGA 











WW \ WONDER 
WHO LEET 
THEIZ BROOM 
u? HERE?Z 
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LETS CLIMB BACK = 
‘UP AND STEAL SOME ats 
MORE STUFF! “er & 


WY THE MAIN 
: 4 ZOAD IS 
= ui SWARMING 





Ala UMMM LM 
LOOKING FOR A... U4, 
MUFFLER BEARING! 
YEH, THAT'S IT! 


1 DON'T 
KNOW 


SEE WHAT ISN'T 
NAILED DOWN! I'LL 
OISTRACT ‘EM! 


HE'S ON TO US! 
A\ WE GOTTA SPLIT! 


ene 





—THecorS | RE 
GOT BANOO! 4 
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HE FELL 
RIGHT INTO 
THEIR TEAP! 


UP WITH ALL 
THE CRAZY 
PEOPLE FROM 
MY HOME 
TOWN / 








1 TOLD HIM "GOO 

SINS GO BACK 

UP THE HILL 
FOREVER "/ 


THE BILL (9 
4225 AND 
You ARE 


RESPoNcIBLE! A 


WT 6pg5 5°55 
OR 72° 5°55 


me A CAUEL 
Tec“! 


THEN YOU'RE 
IN ZEAL 


1 DON'T 
- HAVE THAT 
KIND OF 
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LET'S ALL PITCH IN AND } | 


WORK TOGETHER . 


one 


RNG 
RY 






we 


KE 
our OWN 
DELIVERIES! 







1 LENT YOUGUYS COMIC 
Boos AND I NNER 
GOT THEM BACK / 























THEY'ZE SERIOUS, 
WALTEE -- SAY 
SOMETHING! ZB 








LOOK AT ALL THE 
THINGS I'VE DONE FORA! 











OCOOOHH--I - 
THIS! 


REMEMBER 
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Seneyp WALaces THINGS ARE 

ONCE ira 

* ADVENTURE, 
KAROOCES” 
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se 1 TO BETTER A 

FINO DEWEY 

A AND LOUIE. 
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IT'S THE TVE GOT TO WARN: 
BEAGLE Boys / _ UNCA SCROOGE! 
AN . 


SO* 








1€ 1 HOLD MYSELF 

RIGID, 1 Cc 

ZEMAIN INVISIBLE 
TO THEM. 





UNCA' MICKEY-- 
it 


BEAGLE BOYS 
AE AFTER Me! 


UNCA SCROOGE 1S 
ONE TALKING TO A STRANGE 
wogevagouT / / NCA’ DISEMBODIED VOICE! 
THE BEAGLE : 
BOYS EVER 
AGAIN! 


ANDO YOU MUST GIVE ALL 
YOUR MONEY TO ME! 


I DON'T LIKE THE 
SOUND OF THAT! 


YOU HAVE TO DISOBEY 
No CHOICE/ 1S ASIN 








CAN YOU TELL 
ME WHERE THEY 
ARE SURNEYING 
THE EX- RUG 
AvDICTS? 


Gu 


107.5 EM 





U'M CONVINCED 
HARO DRUGS 
ARE POISON. 


ECS 
“ ee. 
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TM TELLIN’ YA, S12. THEY 
JUST DON'T BUILD GOOD 
R CARS a uae Now 


(iO ANYONE ELSE 
MAKE ANYLARGE BANK 


LN SS ) 
SE Fei _NuY WOULD 





“ UPSTAIRS 
To YOUR RIGHT, 


UHH... EXCUSE ME ? 

MISTER VEITCH -- FE 

(T'S NOT TOO MUCH 
TROUBLEZ 


1 CAN GIVE 
You A LIET 


LATER IN LIFE 
L HAD FRIENDS 
WHO MIGHT HAVE, 


WAS YOUNG MY 
GRANOMOTHER 
“UID, 


=F Z| 


SZ VAA_ “Wat Be, 61k? 





THEY SANED ME \NHEN I WAS 
TRAPPED IN A CAVE-IN. WE 
EACH GOT A 9300 REWARD! 



















UN WHERE MIGAT 
YZ, Kal 1 FIND THESE 
GN DPA FRIENDS, S12? 
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AY 
JUST LIKE THAT 15 
TO ASK You \F I'M NOT 
a FEW INTERUPTING 
QUESTIONS... ANYTHING. 


TM ONE OF YOUR O000H.., 
:O0G: BIGGEST — 
Ze 
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> 
1M GETTIN’ 
TOO OLD FOR 
THIS KIND 
OF THING! 


: WERE ZIGHT HEFCE! 








Tse BUT FIRST, 


1 GOTTA’ 
TELL YA\., 





SHES NEVER. 


GOING TO 
BELIEVE IT! 
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WEST TOWNSHEND VT 05359 - 


rarebit @sover.net 


Allen Ginsberg 
New York, NY 


Dear Rick Veitch, 


Thanks for your unique maga- 
zine-DREAMS! | got lots, in 
WHITE SHROUD {including title 
poem) and COSMOPOLITAN 
GREETINGS. Enclosed copy of 
a more recent dream of my late 
friend Carl Solomon. 


From: Journals, January 13, 
1995 (Dream) 


| meet Carl Solomon-What's it 
like in the after world? “It’s just 
like in the hospital, you get 
along if you follow the rules.” 


What're the rules? 


“The first rule is, ‘Remember 
you're Dead.” The second rule 
is, ‘act like you're dead.’” 


. Yours, 
Allen Ginsberg 


GANEOIN DRE ay, 


Dear Rick, 


Just over two years ago-1 3th of 
November 1993 to be exact-l 
was on my honeymoon in Chi- 
na, traveling on a train between 
Lizyuan and Jiayuguan Pass 
south of the Gobi desert. | 
awoke from a morning dream 
with tears streaming down my 
face. The dream was so beauti- 
ful, so sad and poignant that | 
wrote it down straight away. It 
involved the death of Jack Kirby, 
and although | never met him, 
he provided me with so many 
years of pure pleasure through 
his work that | have remained 
grateful ever since for the 
dream. It was precognitive. That 
morning in China | knew Jack 
would soon die, and indeed he 
soon did, although consciously | 
didn’t know he was ill. However 
my unconscious obviously did 
and | like to think that it paid 


Sn, 


Sac %, 





Jack more eloquent tribute than 
my waking mind ever could. 


DREAM: | was reading the most 
magical comic book | had ever 
seen. The scene | was looking at 
was a double-page spread. The 
left hand page had a beautifully 
designed full page border and 
within the border the page was 
bare except for a pale red wash 
and a pen and ink rendering of 
Winnie the Pooh (as seen in the 
Disney animations) in the top left 
hand corner. As | watched the 
figure slowly ran and tumbled 
and played from the left hand 
over onto the right hand page. It 
was beautiful-like watching an 
animator’s flicker pad-and | 
wondered how it could be done 
on a single comic book page. It 
was all done by P. Craig Russell. 


On the facing page was a beau- 
tifully lettered paragraph by 
Walt Disney-a message from 
beyond the grave. | couldn't fin- 
ish reading it in the dream as 
each time | got toward the end | 
started to cry. In his message, 


“Walt mentioned some of com- 


ic’s greatest creators (the only 
one | recalled when | awoke 
was Dick Giordano) and. said 
that very soon, Jack Kirby, the 
greatest comics. creator of all 
time, would join Walt to take up 
his place as the undisputed King 
forever. | couldn't finish reading 
it as every time | glimpsed that 
line | started to cry and had to 
shut my eyes. In the dream my 
brother asked me what was 
wrong but | couldn’t even speak. 
| Woke up then with my face wet 
with tears. | VERY rarely have 
dreams which feel significant 
like this one did and | knew it 
was simply a matter of time be- 
fore | read of his death, which | 
did, three months later. 


~ Since the dream I’ve often won- 
dered why | had it on that partic- 
ular day. Had some illness or 
event befallen him at that exact 
time? I'll probably never know. 
However, despite the wealth of 
talent among comics creators-to- 
day-yourself included-| suspect 
that Jack’s crown is safe’ for a 
LONG, long time to come. 


Yours sincerely’ 

Peter Talbot 

LISBURN County Antrim 
BT28 2NNN. Ireland 


P.S. IF this ever sees print, and IF 
P. Craig Russell ever sees it, | 
would love him to complete the 
circle of my subconscious tribute 
(to Jack AND him) and to actual- 
ly draw the pages. How he 
would get round the ‘animated’ 
effect is up to him! 


Dear Rick, 


Here’s a little strip of some car- 
toon characters that came to me 
. in my sleep. The third one, SIM- 
PLE KING, might be more accu- 
rately described by Sasa Rakez- 
ic’s term “hypnogogic vision”. | 
dreamt of a grid of one hundred 
cartoon heads...all just a little 
too small to make out. | woke up 
and blinked my eyes and was 


surprised to find that the image _ 


from the dream was burned into 
my retina (like when you stare 
into the light). | stumbled to the 
bathroom and each time | 
blinked my eyes the central car- 
toon character grew larger and 
clearer until it was fully revealed 
as the character in the enclosed 
strips. | was quite surprised and 


tickled. 


THESE THREE CARTOON CHARACTERS CAME 





Also, around Christmas | had a 
bad fever. | woke up in the mid- 
dle of the night, sang this sweet 
little song then fell back to sleep: 


All| really want from you 

All| really want from you 

All really want from you 

Are your beautiful Christmas 
lights. 

Thou shalt not covet thy neigh- 
bor's wife 

But you sure have beautiful 
Christmas lights 


Luckily | remembered it in the 
morning. | never opened -my 
eyes when | woke up but | was 
briefly conscious. Anyway, if 
could end up on my next James 
Kochalka Superstar album. 

Your pal’ 

James Kochalka 

Burlington VT 


Elliot Rosen 
Erial, NJ 


Dear Roar, 


| truly am pleased with Rare Bit 
Fiends | look forward to every is- 
sue. Now here is a brand new 
dream. I'm.so happy | could kiss 
‘ou 
THE END 8-23-95 
The Beginning. In a school. 
There's an Art Book. Frank Mill 
er Style Japanese. I'm drawing 
and writing left to right. Fish. | 
end up at an Apartment with 
bars on the window at the foot 
of the Ben Franklin Bridge. I'm 
teaching the mushroom tech- 
nique to the tattooed girl. The 
traffic roars. There are undercov- 
er cop cars and a huge red fire 
engine and loud cars coming 


~ back from Philly Clubs as the 


sun rises. Down in the basement 
there are young girls and a teen- 
age boys band and equipment. 
My guitar is there. | go to play 
but first | want a shower. I'm ina 
towel but | need my shampoo 
and conditioner. Some of the 
young girls parents are there. In 
the tattooed girls room. Won 
James ‘shows his crucifixion 
mark on his shoulder. The tat- 
tooed girl wants a tattoo of it. 
Back towards home like a train 
ride. The mushrooms got all wet. 
A house across the street. Pick 
the ones from their toilet and 
leave the rest on the porch. 
They are white. Cross street 
again. Al Bundy protects his 
home. Looks me in the eyes. Fo- 
cus on color. Pattern swirls. 
Astral Project 675 numbers re- 
verse 325 O.K. leave body alot. 
Mostly out. Float around school. 
Listen ‘to Silverchair. Meet Aus- 
tralian girl. Say "Hey Fat Boy, | 
like your accent." Bundy had a 
Doberman. Art pages were 
great. Meat locker. Mom helps 
me. A broker tells me start with 
only $2,000 in your account. 
Golden Advice. Mostly spent 
time out of body and writing. 
Good use of dream time. 

9-2-95 

| have won my Arts Stand.°A 
woman comes to me for a tat- 
too. She wants a black work 
mushroom with orange shades. ° 
It's not in my book. | don't do it. 
| tell Tamm about my Idea for a 
robotic tattoo needle. No nee- 
dle just a laser. 


To ME WHILE DREAMING, IN THE YEAR 1995 





© —SAMES KOCHALKA 


| meet a girl who makes LSD in 
her basement. We talk about 
compounds. She used to live in 
Cherry Hill when | did. Her mom 
wants food. She will pay me for 
something. Sex. | go in their 
basement. They have tanks and 
neon lights. Kids come in. One 
makes me feel like an outsider. 
Ugly Red head Red neck. "I can 
do it." | shout, talking about psy- 
chedelic manufacture. Eyes flick- 
er. Tempers flare. They have 
been developing pictures of 
their Halloween Party. | hold pic: 
‘tures. Some are black and white 
noir. Others are messed up by 
glitter. Theres Wolfman. Dracu- 
la and a cute girl as a fox. 
Great costumes. Then someone 
takes the pile out of my hand. | 


feel like an outsider. It's the. 


night they all saw Ben Kingsley 
play Dracula. | wish | can go to 
a Halloween party this year. 


ee A 
A 


bent t 
-Chouth (hal 
he Soisly 
§ancies me! 


9-20-95 

| meet Bob Dylan. He has a gui- 
tar. He says he had his lips and 
teeth adjusted so he could get 
an accent. | ask if | should get 
my lips reduced. He says poetry 
is the most important thing. It's 
the greatest art form. | tell him 
the Soul Asylum guitarist sang a 
song to his music. "Was it a 
poem? Yes. That's why it works. 
My music is designed to go with 
poetry." Create your own lyrics. 


This dream seems like it's part of 
a series that keeps unfolding like 
the petals of lotus flower. The 
story isa sad one. My twin soul 
did not come into his world with 
me. She does not have a physi- 
cal body. | have only seen her in 
a dream. My heart was broken. 
The Twins 

Shimmering like noon sun re- 
flecting off ocean water, she 
takes my left hand. My senses 


Pathelrectty, 


with him 








tot seriously 
studying a big, 
plate of peas 


and corn- 
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heighten the moment we con- © 
nect. Flying to her planet, holy 
breath fills my being ... shatter- 
ing my physical body ... tingling 
as the flow manifests as pure 
creative light. With the voice of 
an angels choir, her message 
suggests benevolence. "I'm liv- 
ing on another world apart from 
you during this lifetime. Here 
everything moves so fast. Re- 
member, you chose to go to 
earth to learn the way. We shall 
be together again. But only after 
this lifetime." Then she lets go 
and like the last grains of an 
hourglass, | fall back into human 
form. | wake heavy. And | ex- 
claim, "| know not your name..." 
And feel and valley through the 
middle of my soul. 


Darrell Epp 
St. Catherine, ONT 


Dear Roar: 


| recently had a strange experi- 
ence of dreaming | was actually 
somebody else, if you know 
what | mean. | was dreaming 
about the movie star Peter Well- 
er, when my point of view kept 
on zooming in on him until we 
merged and | was inside of him. 
| never entirely forgot | was Dar- 
rell, but | totally felt | was Peter 
Weller, too. It was like | was two 
people at once. (A couple of 
months ago | dreamt | was Akira 


- Kurosawa.) It was a pretty exhil- 


arating experience, and when | 
woke up | was pretty keyed-up.- 
Peter Weller is running through 
darkly-lit suburban streets. A lit - 
tle kid pedals by on a bicycle. 
Weller brutally attacks the kid 
and steals the bike. He pedals 
furiously. Martial law has been 
declared. He passes by a con- 
centration camp full of people 
who have no idea why they . 
have been detained; they 
haven't been charged with any- 
thing. He recognizes most of the 
detainees as people he went to 
high school with; they haven’t 
changed at all. He arrives at the 
church | attended as a child. He 
climbs up a fire exit and crawls 
inside through a window. A_ 


complex series of turnstiles is di- 
rectly in front of him. He search- 
es his pants and finds a subway 
token which he deposits in the 
slot. He pushes his way through 
the turnstile. A naked woman 
walks towards him. He takes her 
hand and. leads her into the 
bathroom. He takes off his 
clothes and she sits down on top 
of a table. Here we merge: my 
focus rushes towards the back of 
Weller’s head, things blur for a 
moment and then I’m looking 
out through his eyes. | start gig- 
ging as | feel my new body. I’m 
Peter Weller. | always have 
been. The naked woman smiles 
at me and. says “| wonder what 
you're going to do with me this 
time.” Apparently, every time | 
have sexual relations with this 
woman, | trigger some sort of 
mutation inside her body which 
causes her to grow mysterious 
new. organs. | go down on her 
and eat her out for a long time, 
which seems like several hours. | 
experience a premonition that 
something . strange is happen- 
ing. | pull back, put my fingers 
inside her, and feel something 
strange. Slowly, a long hard 
scaly tongue protrudes out of 
her vagina. The tongue is black 
and inflexible. The tongue ex- 
tends out about TWELVE INCH- 
ES outside of her, pulsing, glis- 
tening, stretching, and then 
retracts back into her. | go back 
to cunnilingus, but now while 
I'm doing it | can feel this reptil- 
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ian tongue inside my mouth, try- © 


ing to work its way down my 
throat. Sirens whine as the 
church is raided by the militia. | 
grab a chocolate typewriter and 
run down the fire escape. | run 
for a very long time. My strides 
keep getting longer and longer 
until every leap leaves me air- 
borne for several minutes. I’m al- 
most flying. The sirens are get 
ting louder. The cops are getting 
closer. | look down and see the 
typewriter has melted. | keep go- 
ing. 

FIENDS is one of the most enter- 
taining comics I’ve ever encoun- 
tered! Keep it up and have a 
good day. 


Hello, 


My dreams are amazing. They 
are vivid realities | visit each 
night and come next morning 
leave me wondering who | am 
and just what is a dream and 
what is reality. When | go to 
sleep | can immediately put my- 
self into deep sleep and stay 
there as long as | like. | once 
slept 18 hours just because my 
dream was too interesting to 
leave. But one thing eludes me: 
the lucid dream. For years | 
have tried in vain to become lu- 
cid, | have tried every exercise 
and trick in the book but have 
not been able to do it, until a 
couple of nights ago. It’s been 


awhile since | stopped trying to 


have a lucid dream and this 


€ Catloor Aeteam 
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INTRODUCTION BY JIM WOODKING 



































came -as a total surprise, but 
even more surprising was what 
happened in it. 


| had just fallen asleep and after 
a few minutes realized that my 
consciousness had stayed awake. 
Upon realization a bright light 
exploded before me and stars 
came rushing towards and past 
me. It was as if | was traveling 
through space much faster than 
the speed of light. Keeping in 
mind that | was in control, | de- 
cided to make something hap- 
pen. “Bring me the guy in 
charge!” | shouted into the void. 
Suddenly the stars began to turn 
into every color except white. At 
the center of my field of vision 
was a small white object, | could 
tell it was not a star. It slowly 
floated close and closer until | re- 
alized what it was: a giant 
brain, floating towards me back- 
wards. It came to a stop about 
20 feet in front of me and began 
to turn around. When it stopped 
its frontal lobe was pointed at 
me and | looked closer to find a 
small window cut out of the fron- 
tal lobe. The window was 
barred and when | peered be- 
tween the bars | saw myself, 
chained to the wall and sobbing 
uncontrollably. Then suddenly, 
the brain and all the stars 
snapped back to where they 
came from as if they were con- 
nected to a rubber band. that 
could stretch no more. Again | 
saw the white light explode and 
then collapse in on itself. | then 
woke up and was unable to 
sleep for the rest of the night. | 
am still amazed by what hap- 
pened and thinking about it fills 
me with awe, confusion, and 
fear. | absolutely do not know 
what to make of it. 


Corey Ruffin 
Walker, MI 








THE PED BANNER 15 
HYPNOTICALLY UNEURLING,, 





IWS TELLING ME T WILL 
HAVE VENGEANCE 


OUD ODD | tcHenez AGAINST MY ENEMIES 
INDEPENDENCE {po 0 00D | ONTARIO 








«but No one 


knew I was ‘ i f | \ Sok 
there, of > y x! crate gg, 








S|Mi BIT 


ToT eta 
ta 
Erisl—s 


fecal 





The oft shop on the lower concourse . 
Arcique coins. Hm: Maybe. TUL buy 
one, ‘ 











TKOAP BIS - KITCHENER 25 


Gop, Hol) 
EMBARASSING, 
} ALL DRESSED 
HOP AUD NO 
Wheee tO 
co! 


Once | Dreamed a Dream of Hell. 
wha Absence of Heaven ts be more fre- 
cise, and the Hellish Impliestions eq life 


Speat in Vainay / 
2 ‘a A desolate Ciater's morn 
I~ Acrat 3 days after Granma died. 


Despite celd and death and 6 inches of poudlery 
abite... Granma tredged on to omy Deer, 


eR SoSee ex 

Brittle, Aged Fingers Wand Sdays 

old, clawed at the windeu, my sindeu...Like the 
branches of lonely trees tapping on the panes of 


Sleepers, sealing the Sermth ) if zZ 
onl 4 li . vy, “Aa 
Y & living Soul pravides. lig 
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WRITH OUT Foe THAT 


loose Pineal !! YOULL 
Break Youe Neue | 


Three days of fran the pit... Past caken wood 


and uell-plreedt god... Across miles of Lreshly> 


Fallen fairytale te deliver her message of deeper 
to the hapeful. a) 


And then... NY 
EL BT he AN" 

1 \y 
So | gave her the only ct K 
Fitting a Bey whe had loved 1 T! 
Wig ranma. : 
oS . Grandmothar” 

LY You Are Net My ofl 
Ce - y f ¥ } ht 

1 closed the blinds and slept...and wake again, 
Bryan 5-L.Glass 


Lest cavge Puen. 


Spirtts of qil-things Independent - Kitchener 








“Discover ONE DAY THAT T YOU WILL PAR [UNLIKE my Gi@Lerenn) 


DEARLY FORTHAT a Ne OER vee 


AND Tim STRONGER TOD, 





CEI 
UNFORTUNATELT THE } | Hee BET FICIEND 
LOCAL VILLMN KILED) | TQjep TO 
AVENGE eR, 


























ME AND MT SIDEKICK WENT 

OUT @ACK TO MAKE CERTAIN 

WE HPD DISPOSED OF ALL 

OF THE BODY, BarT AL 

WE COULP FIND WAS A 

HAND. B REALIZED THAT 

— - F HAD LOST MY RING SO 
ie core ; WE LOOKED FoR IT. 

















TD SELL THEM OR KEEP THEM. BARRON 

STOREY THEN TOLD mE -THAT THE CASTLE 
PICTURED AT THE BOTTOM oF THE PUDDLE 
WAS THE SUBSECT OF HIS LIFE LONG Seance: 


ee ee eee cee 
T FOUND MY GREEN LANTERN RING AND THAD FOUND BARRON sTORETS HIDDEN 
ULIKEP INTO THE VALLET STUDENT TEXTS. T COULDNT PECIDE WEMMER, 


Se. & 


I Found & unpre 
WITH SOMETHING AT 
THE BOTTOM, BEHIND 
THE PUDDLE WAS A 
BeoKxsHeur INS ppi 
ALIVE TREE, 





THE SHELWEs weet 
FLED WITH BOOKS 
OF STUDENT Woers 
BY MY FAVORITE 
ARTISTS, 











AS THE CHILBREN FROM THE Sanson TRF, 
HAVING Dust VISITED THE CASTLE, WAKER PAST, 


X Wore UP... 
~- 
j a} ( 
KOs 


ROK Says GET Usip Now. MNS © 
: My 























KE Cut M7 HAND, CORIOVS, IS 
A CROSS - SEcTIOAS , WITH A 
RAZOR, IT DIDN'T HORT, 


INSIPE WAS A MOIST SPONGY 
MARCON RED Cc RLUBY 
SUBSTANCE. IT FELT IT. 




















faHEN TF DiS A PATTING. IT WAS 
(aere FRUSTRATING, 











[PAN HIGH SCHOOL, EVEN THOUGH | KN2UW 
IN MY MIND THAT J’ A Br-Y¥AR OL), FOR 
GYM CLASS, I'M WATCHING A BASEBALL GAME 


AND Cause A GREAT SENSATION WHEN / 
EXPIAIN TO THE PLAYERS ABOUT TAGGING 
|p ON A FLY BALL, THE CRD APPLAUDS. 


4 cup 























FALL: FR eke 











DID wRRAINE 1 Dow'T 


eee Emil, REMEMBER, 


COPY ON ropes”! 
vé 
Lp \ a 





= 
G ‘ ‘ 
ars a ghee aaa | [WHEN WE GET 70 GRETCHEN'S LOCMER, 
A ; WHERE | 
LOCKER To. MY SURPRISE (AMD SLIGHT | Look ACROSS THE HALL, geen 
lbismar\, HE BRnss mr man Aron) — | \SEE TANT NEL CO eh 








HER AND PUTS MY HAND ON HER BOOKS os BECKER. Sent TO 60D, 
Di 
BREAST. Je ove Duna. 12-1098 


































: = 
— Yoko, had Lap gan. o ve | [Purina svece oN ofeec'a6:Deawnl pec 
= ‘or pevived Mes drab VISITING MY SISTER, SULIE --- God@ 
“co gurte-perfectd, means. To THE SHOW TomoRRaw). . >? 






He wash’ t Makihg dag 
sense tall Luft sectred 
helPPY: 

T couldu't decide 
whether this LAs 
great or peal gad, 
(DREAMED DRING He saa 
(HOO D0OCOOAC 


MOO OC OOK? BO 


gs | RM 


































¢ T'VE PISSED 
ALL OVER THE DOOR... STAINED 
IY YELLOW 2e- 
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Mu 


A, 














NTE. 

Mal Ge 
wo0?S / someone's ae 
~ OPENING THE Déow=-— 















COR YEARS LT HAVE 
PREAMED oF BEES* 
LARGE BEES, SMALL BEES- 
Tv SWaRMS ANP ALONE.. 

















THEY ARE ALWAYS CHASES 
ME OR: LTMPECING MY PROGRESS, 


SloTdeyep. atrredaien Kitchener 2s 


Feb WOLD srins erence - Ape Binet 





















BEOBUCS’ ’rEsinrs 
















































IT WAS A FIL BY FRANK BLACK 
STARRING HIMSELF A. 







AS. HE WALKED, 


















































































































1S THE BOY WO 
MEASURES EVERY IHW AROUND IMS HE RELEASED . 
4 ROPE TO MEASURE pike! ee 
METIS WS PACES. ZZ 
eet oe = ee 
Oo 
Oo, 
cS 
A | & 
Cs Z TE | 
é eta ety ee gee CLOISDD 
HE ALSO USED 4 “FALYLY ati THE BOY WHO IEASUKES. 
’ CARTOON PRINTED RENE WS THE LOTTERY. HIS 


SRS. 
We A TRANSIAKENCY AIS 4 FRIEWOS TELL HIM JO 


UNIT OF MEASURE, 





EIS CL T 70 
S CONTINVE. MIEASURING 
(S- BEAUTIFUL 
Famuy ciRcus SV /7ALIAW COUNTRYSIDE, 
A x BS 2g He 















































































































































HASEAER IO FRUIKS 
C7 FU OHOD. y 


/T” STAKT SAS AN om ih 


QVERHEAD SHOT_OF. 
\y Wy if 


THE BEORGO/1 FLOOR, 
So KIGHT? a 
HEN WE HEAR A VOICE- OVER OF YOUNG FRANK AND HS LITTLE. SISTER 
PLAYING WITH THER. STUFFED ANIMALS. EACH ONE OF Tih 'S APPEAR. 
NV Lip SCREEN I A BOX AS THEY Gye ITA Whe iia 





























Wy 
SANE 


HAT HE LAST 
ge QOWEL TO. 





THIS FILM BORED HIM ni on BUT TYE MQWE ABOUT) 
AS DIO THE LOW-BUDGET T BECAME 
VERSION OF FRANKENSTEIN. MSs 9 HS PASSION. aa 
Sane: 3 SS eo Es on 
os 5 ; = 


g ei, GIS 3 


a" een, a CABG: 


























ES 


'T INSHIRED HIM T0 Buu. : BUT F THE OTHER CONTESTANTS 
a Oe HOOEL MROENTER fa 38 nig oe Heh PY, 
PODEA-BULLING. x USING AN ILLEGAL PUGH - GLOSS 
AT SCHOOL. Sls AND HE WAS 





FRANK FOUNE. HIS OPPONENTS 75 PUNISHMENT FO) 70 HAVE THE 
MODEL 4WO BEGAN FLICKING Os LIBRARIAN Vi SOKAPE OF 
OFF ITS 1MB8, MBEKI ERNIE DOLL agian E ASPLULT. 


12 UR “He wD, ED Dotl PETECIVE! AA 





D THe 


[A 
fe NEW. SAID THE 
Se | RAR. 
































One night, Paul and | had very similay Aveaws... 


In my Aveam... In Paul's Aveam... 
Y Pm SAAS Vi wr 
7 We've at katy's house SS We've at Katy’s 
in Pennsylvania, I’m on : house in Pemnsylvania, 
the bea looking out standing on the lawn 
the window and Paul A nea the white chairs. 
is putting things away 
in a closet. 


































WIP UY ATP ATEN 
Wiley Se 





bat flew out of the trees 
and into my hai... 


: 4 
i ~ 


Dy 








eu 


<<< 


yy 
Paul untangled the bat and set it free. 




























































































Paul grabbed the bat and squeezed 
until it was dead, 






~~ Avaleblein june Mur favorice K G) SesCheck or Money Ordel BUS $14.95 
™ >) Alternative, G6mMics outlet. ‘ Hostage paid to: ItGekl ELE) 








Box 


{ (Het) Foreign or 









